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THE FIRST WRONG. 


My story opens in a New England sitting-room. 
There were three persons present. Let me intro- 
duce them in order. First, there was Deacon Hol- 
brook, an old man, not far from seventy, now, with 
white hair, a tall, spare form, and decided features. 
Next, his wife, a motherly old lady, with an expres- 
gon of such calm benevolence in her face as to 
charm all that knew her. Yet at this moment, 
anxiety, grief and entreaty struggled for the mas- 
tery. The third figure in the tableau was a young 
man, with a frank, handsome face, years not ex- 
ceeding twenty, who stood in the middle of the 
foor, with downcast look, shrinking from the an- 
gry words which his father uttered. 

“Henry,” said the deacon, sternly, “you have 
disgraced yourself and me, a deacon of the church. 
You have embittered the declining years of your 

arents.” 

“Don’t be too hard with him, Deacon Holbrook,” 
interposed his wife. “Remember it is his first 
fault.” 

“If it were anything else,” said his father, still 
unappeased.; “but to think that my son should be- 
come a gambler! My son, who has been so care- 
fully trained in the way that he should go !” 

“Jt is only once,” urged the wife, with all a, 
mother’s instincts. 

“There are some crimes which cannot be com- 
mitted once without sinking the soul deep in sin,” 
returned the father, with unabated sternness. 

All this while the young man had remained si- 
lent, though his varying color showed that he felt 
deeply the harshness of his father’s words. 
length he spoke: 

“Father,” suid he, firmly, “you will one day re- 
pent your severity. No sooner , ad I sinned than 











gether. 


con, gravely reading through his spectacles the | 





A STREET SCENE. 


At | cial tendencies. Very long, very quiet, and very | His form had lost its ancient erectness, and was | : ob eaee 
|tedious were the evenings which they spent to- | bowed. His face had grown more wrinkled, and he had learned his father’s misfortune. 
On one side of the fireplace sat the dea-| he spent more time in the house. 
| received tidings of Henry at short intervals. He 


attention to what was going on about him. His 
wife, scarcely less sorrowful than himself, feared 
that his reason was undermined. 

Three weeks passed by and brought the sale. 
| Mrs. Holbrook would gladly have absented herself, 
| but her husband, exhibiting more life than of late, 
| insisted on her being present. So, with many mis- 
| givings, she became an unwilling witness of the 

trying scene. 

The bidding commenced at two thousand dollars. 
| Gradually it went up to twenty-nine hundred, and 
| was about to be knocked off at that price to Squire 
| Clayton, when the trampling of hoofs was heard ; 

a young man with a handsome face, browned by 
exposure, leaped from his horse, and inquired 
eagerly the amount last bid. On being told, he at 
| once exclaimed : 
| “I bid three thousand dollars.” 
At that price it was knocked down to him. 
“What name, sir?” inquired the auctioneer. 
“Deacon Joshua Holbrook,” was the reply, in a 
loud, clear voice. 
There was a buzz of surprise, and the question, 
“Who is he?” passed from one to another. 

Among the rest, Deacon Holbrook looked up 
| eagerly, and a question was on his lips. 

“Father, mother, don’t you know your boy?” 
| asked the young man, with emotion. 
| Deacon Holbrook’s eyes lighted up with joy. 
| Silently he opened his arms. The reconciliation 
| was complete. 
| Henry subsequently explained it; having been 

successful at the mines, he had wished. to return 
' unexpectedly, when, upon his arrival in New York, 
He had in- 
| stantly made what haste he could to his native vil- 
| lage, and fortunately, arrived in time to prevent 











| 


Mrs. Holbrook 


I repented, and made confession to you and my 
mother. Instead of encouraging me in my repent- 
ance, you load me with reproaches which my own 
conscience had anticipated, and which Heaven 
knows I did not need.” 

Deacon Holbrook was about to speak, but Heury 
rapidly continued : 

“You tell me I have disgraced you. I will re- 
move myself and my disgrace from your presence.” 

As he was about to leave the room, his mother 
asked, anxiously : 

“Where would you go to, Henry ?” 

“Stay him not, Hannah,” said the deacon, sternly. 
“Tt is well that he should leave a place where he 
can no longer look an honest man in the face.” 

“Deacon Holbrook, he is our son,” said the wife, 
teproachfully. 

“I would that I could forget it,” was the unre- 


agricultural papers which came weekly. Opposite | was well, and doing well, he wrote; but did not 


| the sacrifice of the farm. 


him sat his wife, her fingers actively engaged in| 
knitting, her mind intent upon her absent boy. All | 
was staid, quiet, subdued. There was not even a} 
kitten to enliven the scene. Mrs. Holbrook had | 
once ventured to introduce one into the house, but | 
the deacon speedily intimated his dislike of cats, 
and puss had been banished. 
One night Deacon Holbrook brought a letter for | 
his wife. It was such an unusual circumstance for 
the good woman to receive a letter, that she took 
it eagerly, and tore it open with unwonted haste. 
What was it that made her eyes sparkle with | 
joy? The familiar handwriting had not deceived 
her. She knew at once, by the peculiar flourish 
on the top of the H, that it was from Henry. She 
read it through with grateful joy. It was from one 


“The Lord hath rebuked my vain pride, and the 
hardness of my heart that led me to turn away an 
only son,” said the deacon, solemnly. ‘“Hence- 
forth, may our hearts be filled with the love that 
faileth not.” 

And his wife and son reverently said, “Amen.” 


enter into particulars. Some time he should re- | 
turn to see his mother. Of his father he did not 
speak. These letters were all brought home from 
the village.post office by Deacon Holbrook, but he 
never signified any curiosity or interest to learn the 
contents. Henry’s name had not been mentioned | 
between the two for years; yet—and let not this | 
surprise the reader—it would be hard to tell which | 
thought of him most constantly. Behind the dea- | S Ce See. 
con’s taciturnity there beat a heart, and that heart} A girl was passing along the street of an Eng- 
was more tender to his lost son than he would have | lish town with a basket of potatoes on her arm. 
been willing to confess. She had been sent by her mother to the grocer’s, 
All at once his quiet life was broken in upon, | and was returning home, thoughtlessly looking at 
and that in a most cruel manner. _the passers-by, her mind occupied with her own 
One day he entered the house, his face as pallid | little cares and pleasures. As she passed a group 
as a sheet, his limbs tottering beneath him, his | of boys upon the sidewalk, she unintentionally al- 


———__<@)——__ 


of the mining districts of California. It appears 


|lowed her basket to strike the elbow of one of 


lenting reply. , 

The last words reached the ears of the young 
man as he stood upon the threshold, and an ex- 
pression half of pain, half of indignation, swept 
over his face. He knew that he had done wrong, 
but he felt that he had not forfeited forgiveness. 
With one farewell glance at his mother, full of un- 
spoken gratitude and love, he left the house which 
had been so long to him a home. 


that Henry had worked his passage, having no 
money; and leaving the vessel at San Francisco, 
had proceeded at once to the mines, where he was 
now working. He had not been there long enough 
to form an idea of what were his chances of suc- 
cess. He wished his mother to write, and promised 
to keep her advised of his movements. There was 
only one reference to his father. It was this: “I 
am afraid father still retains his bitterness toward 
This was the fault of which Henry Holbrook had| me. If this is the case, do not trouble him with 
been guilty. Having been sent to New York by| any messages; but if otherwise, you may give my 
his father to collect a sum of money due him, he | dutiful regards, and say that Ido not yet despair 
had been allured to a gaming-house by a compan- | of making myself a good and true man.” 

ton, and there induced to play, though not until) Deacon Holbrook did not look at his wife while 
after much persuasion. Having lost a part of the! she was reading this letter, though the handwriting 
money in his charge, he kept on playing, in the | must have told him also who it was from. 

hope of recovering his losses. But, as might have; “Joshua,” said his wife, timidly, using the rarely 
been expected, instead of this, he lost all that re-| mentioned Christian name of her husband, “this 
Mained. Then, thoroughly ashamed, and bitterly | letter is from Henry.” 

upbraiding himself for his breach of trust, he went| «o I suppose,” said he, coldly. 

home and confessed all. This confession was re- | As he spoke he took from his pocket the weekly 


ceived, as we have seen, in such a way as to chill! Farmer, and adjusting his spectacles, began to 
his confidence and excite his indignation. And /| read. 











whole expression that of great and intolerable 
anguish. . | them. He turned, angrily, and exclaimed: 
“‘What’s the matter, Deacon Holbrook ? What’s| ‘Mind what you're about.” 
the matter, Joshua?” inquired his alarmed wife. {| The girl, however, went on without apparently 
‘Hannah, we are paupers—paupers in our old noticing the rude remark, and the boys, who seemed 
age!” said her husband, bitterly. |to be going the same way, followed her. They 
“Good gracious! what has happened, Joshua?” | had walked but a short distance, when one of them, 
asked the wife, turning pale from sympathy. | full of mischief, as boys often are, pushed the lad 
Little by little it came out that Deacon Holbrook | in front of him violently against the girl, knocking 
had become bondsman for a bank officer with whom | her basket from her hand, and scattering the pota- 
he was well acquainted, and in whose integrity he | toes in all directions. A loud laugh burst from 
had the utmost confidence. But to-day the as-| the lips of every boy of the group. Mean as the 
tounding intelligence had arrived that the officer, | act was, it seemed to afford them intense delight. 
after a series of defalcations, had fled the country, The girl, grieved and mortified, sat down upon a 
and left the bondsmen to suffer. The amount for | door step, and gave way to her feelings in a flood 
which the deacon had become bound was sufficient of tears. This seemed to give the young rascals 
to swallow up the house and farm—all, in fact, that additional pleasure. 
he possessed. | Why don’t you pick up your dinner ?” said one. 
The farm was not a valuable one. It comprised! ‘She's bashful,” said another. 
sixty acres of rough soil, which by hard labor had| “What yer crying for, I'd like ter know? Want 
been made to suffice for the moderate wants of a to see yer mother, hey ?” said a third. 
small and economical family. In the market it| “Handsome gal, aint she! Sweet, pretty crea- 
would not bring over three thousand dollars, and |ture. Lives on ‘taters.’ Guess they agree with 
for that amount the deacon was bound. Yesterday her. Why don’t youcry? I would.” 














now he had gone forth from home a wanderer, he; This was a hint, and so Mrs. Holbrook under- 
knew not whither, with not one effort on his father’s | stood it, that he did not care to pursue the subject | 
Part to stay him. |further. But sbe could not help asking, “Would | 

Let me do Deacon Holbrook the justice to say you not like to read Henry’s letter, Joshua ?” } 


that it was not his own personal loss that excited | 


ae “You will oblige me by not mentioning his name | 
his rigor. 


The sum, though not large—a hundred again,” said the deacon, stiffly. “He has forfeited 
dollars—was yet of importance to him. Still, he all claims to be considered a son.” | 
could overlook that, but not his son’s weakness and | 


crime, as he termed it, by which it was lost. | lacked but a month of five years since Henry Hol-| 


After Henry’s departure, the old house became brook left his home. There was little change in| 
quieter than before. 
It. 


he had reckoned himself rich. Now he regarded; Just thena fine-looking lad approached the boys, 
himself as a pauper. ‘and seeing what was going on, stopped a second 

“This is, indeed, worse than death,” thought the and looked at the contemptible group. As he 
deacon, with stern sorrow. “The Lord has indeed | stood there he seemed the embodiment of all that 
smitten me in my old age.” | was noble, and manly, and good. Not a word 

Little time was given for anticipation before the passed his lips. His attitude, the stiffening of the 
blow fell. The Holbrook farm was advertised for | arm, the resolute, indignant. face, and steady look 


So days, months, and even years passed. It/| sale at auction, to take place in three weeks. Bills of the eye, were each an expression of manly cour- 


were printed and posted on fences and stores. age and generous indignation, that might find such 
Meanwhile Deacon Holbrook sank into a state of an utterance as would not be pleasant to encounter. 


All the life had gone out of the air of the grave, sober-looking mansion of Dea- listless apathy. All day long he would sit in the | The boys took this in ata glance. Their jeers were 
Deacon Holbrook himself was a man of few’ con Holbrook. The deacon himself had failed | rocking chair with his eyes ‘fixed on the opposite silenced, and as the lad quietly stepped forward, 


Words, and his taciturnity had abated his wife’s so- | more in those five years than in any five preceding. | wall, saying nothing, and apparently paying little ‘and placing the basket in an upright position, com- 
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THE YOUTH’S 


COMPANION. 








menced picking up the scattered potatoes, they 
sneaked away, as such creatures will, when rebuked 
for wrong, and made conscious of their own con- 
temptibleness. 

Words are not necessary to commend the lad 
who with so unhesitating a sympathy could defend 
a stranger in her helplessness and distress; neither 
is comment needed upon the conduct of this group 
of boys, to exhibit their brutality, and make them 
the scorn of every generous reader. 





THE FAMILY. 





THE LIVING WATER. 
“Whoso drinketh of the water that I shall give him shall never 
\ thirst."—Jouy 4: 14. 
It was the noontide hour, when on his way 
The Saviour rested at Samaria’s well ; 
Though worn and wearied by the sultry day, 
From His parched lips what blessed teachings fell! 


He spoke of living water unto one 
Who wondered greatly at His kind address. 
She knew not of the works that He had done, 
And that He went about to heal and bless. 


The weary traveller alone she saw, 
But did not yet the true Messiah know. 

“Thou nothing hast,” she said, “wherewith to draw ; 
Whence hast Thou living water to bestow ?” 


Then, as the sweet, refreshing words she heard 
Fell like soft balm upon her opening mind, 

An earnest longing in her soul was stirred, 
The living stream, of which He told, to find. 


It was at first of earthly need she thought ;— 
“Give me this water, that I thirst no more, 
Nor hither come to draw”’—a rest she sought 
From weary burdens she had borne before. 


But when at length the Saviour stood disclosed, 

With what delight her eager soul believed! 
On Him, without a doubt or fear, reposed, 

And the rich blessing of His grace received. 
She did not taste the precious gift alone, 

But spread the soul-reviving news around ; 
Nor rested, till to others she had shown 

The gracious, loving Saviour she had found. 


O, weary one, oppressed with sin and care— 
Thirsting for bliss which earth can never give, 
Now unto Jesus lift thine humble prayer, 
And hear Him kindly say, “Believe and live !” 
A fount of living water—cheering news! 
Earth’s wayside springs have long been tried in vain; 
O, do not then the heavenly gift refuse, 
Drink of this stream, and never thirst again! 
Sunday School Times. 
YS 


A BATTLE OF SNAKES. 


One afternoon, having seated myself on a pleas- 
ant hill-sicle, so as to receive pure air and the ge- 
nial rays of the sun, my attention was attracted by 
a slight movement in the grass afew feet below me. 
On looking for the cause 1 perceived two young 
snakes, one a green snake of the usual size; the 
other a black one, about three feet in length. They 


| The green snake was now, of course, supposed | 
'to be dead. But on examination, to our surprise, | 
| he was found still to be alive, and firmly eoiled to! 
\the bramble as at first. And before we left the, 
|spot he was seen gradually to uncoil himself from | 
| the little twig, and slowly creep away out of sight, | 
occasionally halting to listen or scan the ground 
| closely, as if fearing that his adversary, the black, 
| might again spring upon him.—Christian Advocate | 
| and Journal. 


te 


A TOUCHING SCENE. 
I was conversing not long since with a returned 
| volunteer. 
| J was in the hospital as nurse, for a long time,” 
| said he, and assisted in taking off limbs, and dress- 
ing all sorts of wounds; but the hardest thing I 
| ever did was to take my thumb off a man’s leg.” 
| “Ah!” said I, “how was that?” Then he told 
me. 

“It was a young man who had a severe wound 
|in the thigh. The ball passed completely through, 
|and amputation was necessary. The limb was cut 
| off close to the body, the arteries taken up, and he 
| seemed to be doing well. Subsequently one of the 
| small arteries sloughed off. An incision was made, 
|and it was again taken up. ‘It is well it was not 
| the main artery,’ said the surgeon, as he performed 
the operation ; ‘he might have bled to death before 
we could have taken it up.’ But Charley got on 
| finely and was a favorite with us all. 

I was passing through the ward one night about 
midnight, when suddenly, as I was passing Charley’s 
bed, he spoke to me: ‘H , my leg is bleeding 

|again.’ 1 threw back the bed-clothes, and the 
| blood spirted in the air. The main artery had 
| sloughed off. 
| Fortunately, I knew just what to do, and in an 
|instant I had pressed my thumb on the place and 
| stopped the ———- It was so close to the body 
|that there was barely room for my thumb, but 1 
| succeeded in arousing one of the convalescents, and 
|sent him for the surgeon, who came in on the run. 
|‘I am so thankful, H——,’ said he, as he saw me, 
‘that you were up and knew what to do, for he 
—- bled to death before I could have got 

ere. 

“But on examination of the case he looked ex- 
ceedingly serious, and sent for other surgeons. All 
came that were within reach, and a consultation 
was held over the poor fellow. One conclusion 

| was reached by all. There was no spot to work 
save the spot where my thumb was placed; they 
could not work under my thumb, and if I moved it 
| he would bleed to death before the artery could be 
|taken up. ‘There was no way to save his life. 

Poor Charley! He was very calm when they 
| told him, and requested that his brother, who was 
,in the same hospital, might be called up. He came 
|and sat down by the bedside, and for three hours I 
| stood, and by the pressure of my thumb kept up 











|the life of Charley, while the brothers had their 
last conversation on earth. It was a strange place 
|for me to be in, to feel that I held the life of a fel- 
|low mortal in my hands, as it were, and stranger 


: ; | yet, to feel that an act of mine must cause that life 
were a few feet apart, both creeping slowly along | to depart. Loving the poor fellow as I did it was 
in the grass in the same direction, probably in | a hard thought ; but there was no alternative. 
quest of food. Anticipating what might be the| «he last. words were spoken, Charley had ar- 
result should the two species come in too close | i 


proximity, we carefully took our place so as not to 
disturb, but to perceive them closely. Suddenly 
the green snake came toa halt, and being on the 
up hill-side was able to closely scan his adversary, 
the black, without being seen by him, and ap- 
parently to ask himself the serious question, Whut 
sha.l I do, run away or stand my ground? But 
presently, moving a few inches forward in a 
straight line, he was seen to raise his head care- 


fully above the short blades of grass as if to recon- | ° 


noitre. ‘This attracted black’s attention, who, on 
perceiving the green snake, rose immediately in a 
spiral form, and advanced up the hill toward him. 
The other also was seen to rise a little, and to 
draw his body into ‘a more dense form. The de- 
sign was now evidently to menace and intimidate 
each other by displaying in quick succession their 
long, forked tongues, and gazing into each other’s 
eyes of fire. ‘Those of the green were swollen, and 
seemed to change from a bright to a dull-red color ; 
while those of the other, sparkling with rage, dis- 
played less fear but more power. 

While engaged in this way the black was seen 
to describe a tortuous, quivering motion with his 
tail, and gradually approach his opponent. Now 
they made several dashes at each other’s eyes with 
the points of their jaws, each missing his aim. 
This to no purpose, ibe rushed upon each other 
with open mouths, and soon enveloped each other 
in their snaky folds, apparently endeavoring to 
crush or strangle each other in the tangled grass. 
Failing to choke each other to death, they now un- 
coiled, and next endeavored to pull each other in 
twain. ‘The black, coiling his neck around that of 
the other, slid a little down the hill, and added the 
weight of his body to his superior strength. But, 
fortunately, the poor green, who seemed by this 
time nearly exhausted, bethought himself to coil 
his tail firmly around a bramble, which happily 
stood in reach. Now came the tug of war, and the 
slim body of poor vernalis was stretched to its ut- 
most tension. The black, seeing the dilemma, 
coiled also his tail around some blades of grass, 
but these all were quickly broken. Failing in 
this attempt to conquer, the black raised himsel 
nearly erect, and pounced upon his victim with 
wide-spread jaws, and bit him alternately from 
head to tail, at the same time covering his body 
with slime. ‘The next move was to swallow him 
whole, which he did, till he came to the great folds 
so firmly tied around the little bush. These 
brought him to a dead halt, and finding a retreat 
necessary, he commenced to disgorge his enemy, | 
which, by the way, he found to be no easy business. 
But accomplishing this, he was seen to stretch 
himself out at full length, as if inclined to rest, and 
meditate upon some better plan of attack. Just 
here we interfered, and producing a small jar from 
our pocket, made him an easy prisoner, and he now 


forms one specimen in our collection. | 


| ranged all his business affairs, and sent tender mes- 


| Sages to absent ones, who had little dreamed how 











near their loved one stood to the grave. The tears} 
filled my eyes more than once as I listened to those | 
| parting words. All was said, and he turned to me. { 
‘Now, H——, I guess you had better take off your 
{thumb.’ ‘O Charley! how can 1?’ I said. ‘But it 
'must be, you know,’ he replied, cheerfully— 
| thank you very much for your kindness, and now. 
| good-by.” ; 


} 


| “He turned away his head, I raised my thumb, | 
once more the life current gushed forth, and in| 
| three minutes poor Charley was dead.” 





| pn 
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| For the Companion, 
| MISSIONARY ADVENTURE. 


DELIVERANCE FROM CANNIBALS. 


| and a keen north-west wind, which quickened every 





Rev. Walter Lawrie, of the English Wesleyan | 
‘Society, in one of his voyages in the South Seas, | 
encountered danger in the two appalling forms of | 
shipwreck and cannibalism. 

On the 25th of November, 1847, Mr. Lawrie | 

, wrote, “How truly perilous is the condition of such | 
a voyage as ours in Feejee!” On the morning of 
that day he and his companions began beating up | 
to Vewa, a principal mission station, which they | 
expected to make early in the day. But they! 
| knew they were sailing over “treacherous seas,” | 
‘and men were aloft looking out for danger. 
At ten o’clock in the forenoon a cry was heard | 
from the tops, “Keep her away! a rock is right! 
ahead!” The word was instantly attended to by | 
| the Captain, who had the helm, but it was too late. | 
The ship struck on a small coral rock, having deep 
water all around, and an ebb tide. It was the | 


missionary ship, “John Wesley,” and was fitted) & 


out expressly for the South Sea mission. Was she 
to perish on this spot, and with her a zeaious and 
experienced missionary, and the hopes of thousands | 
who were looking to her as a principal agency in 
spreading the Gospel among those islands? _ 

It seemed for a time as if such a catastrophe was 
inevitable. The ship hung by the middle, about 
one third resting on the rock. The ballast was 
thrown overboard, but as the tide fell, the vessel | 
keeled over, and her bilge struck hard upon the 
rock. 


All on board were filled with terror, for no| 


source of hope was apparent; but it was no time | looked after her a moment, and then 


says, 

“No doubt they intended our destruction, but 
God put the fear of our arms upon them.” Mean- 
while the vessel lay fpon the point of a sharp rock, 
so much keeled over that no one could stand upon 
the deck without holding on; and thus, in perils of 
waters and perils of robbers and murderers, the 
missionary and crew of the “John Wesley” passed 
the time from ten in the morning till seven in the 
evening, when the flowing tide lifted the vessel 
from the rock and floated her into deep water. 

She proved sea worthy still, and took her pre- 
cious frieght to Vewa without further trouble. 


If such thoughts came, and others of a pleasay 
cottage, and of one who dearly loved her, anj 
whose strong arm had kept want and _ trout) 
from her and her babes, but who could nervy 
come back—if these thoughts did come repiningly 
there also came another; and the widow's han 
were elasped and her head bowed in deep contr. 
tion, as 1 heard her say, “Father, forgive me! fy 
Thou doest all things well, and I will trust jy 
Thee.” Just then the door opened softly, ani 
some one entered. Was it an angel? Her hang 
were of spotless white, and she moved with ; 
noiseless step. She went to the bed where th 
child lay, and covered it with warm blanket, 
Then presently a fire sparkled and blazed ther, 
such as the little grate had never known befor, 


‘it M. | Then a huge loaf was placed upon the table, anj 
fresh milk for the sick babe. Then she passe 
For the Companion. * 
gently before the mother, and drawing the unfi. 
TO HENRY’S MOTHER. ished slipper from her hand, placed there a pure 
O, could you see your darling now, of gold, and said, in a voice like music, “Bless thy 
How quick your pain would cease! God, who is the God of the fatherless and th 
’*Twould charm your sorrows all away, widow ;” and she was gone—only as she went cut 
To look on Henry’s peace. I heard her say, “Better than diamonds, bette 
2 2 than diamonds.” What could she mean? [looked 
Think not upon the anguish past, at the mother. With clasped hands and streamin 
Nor on the wasted clay; : eyes she blessed her God, who had sent an angel t 
Think of that glad soul shining bright comfort her. So I went too; and I went to; 
Beyond the stars to-day. bright room, where there were music, and dancing 
What yester morning sighed and groaned and sweet flowers; and I saw young, happy face 
Through long, distressful hours, and sparkling jewels, but none that I knew, until 
Now laughs, and sings, and plays among one passed me whose dress was of simple white 
Sweet, never-fading flowers. with only arosebud on her bosom, and whose voit 
was like the sweet sound of a silver lute. No 
Doubtless he asks for “dear mamma,” spangled slipper was on her foot; but she movel 
Oft pausing in his song ; as one that treadeth upon air; and the divin 
And angels say, “Sing on, fair child, , | beauty of holiness had so glorified her face that | 
She will not tarry long.” felt, as I gazed upon her, that she was indeed a 
Think of thy darling’s soul, beloved ; angel of God. ioe 
*Twill help thee well to bear, 
To yield a little while the form ae a. ee 
That was thy charge and care. A. Moore. In one of the wild places in Africa lived an olf, 


savage lion. He was so large that it often too 
half of a cow to feed him a single day, and so swit 
that hardly anything could get away from him, aul 
so strong that when he once had fairly got bi 
claws into his victim, there was no hope. He kept 
himself out of sight in the thick bushes during th 
day, but prowled about in the night. His roar was 
so loud that it rang over all the region, and mate 
every creature that heard it tremble. 

Not far from the home of this old lion lived: 
family of gazelles—a mother and two little one 
The male gazelle had gone out to find a green pa 
ture for his family, when he was tempted to go to 
far, and the lion caught and ate him. The poo 
mother was terribly afraid ‘of the old lion. Wher 
ever she heard of his having killed some other 
gazelle, or when she heard his roar, she used to call 
her little ones near her, and make them lie dow, 
while she told them about the awful lion. 
charged them not to go out of her sight, and nevet 
fail to run to her and hide the moment they heard 
the roar of the “old eater,” as she called him. The 
little gazelles were most beautiful creatures. Theil 
skins were soft and smooth, their limbs small and 
delicate, their motions graceful and gentle, and 
their eyes large, black and soft. In all Africs 
there were no such twin gazelles. The mother 

ave them the names of Pera and Nera. They 
ooked so much alike that nobody but the mothe 
would ever know them apart. They were the joy 
of her life. No poor gazelle could feel prouder 0 
her children or love them more. 

But it came to pass that this mother gazelle ws 
taken sick. She had to lie down under the shador 
of a lofty betel tree. Pera and Nera wouid leavé 
her only long enough to nip a little grass, and si) 
a little water from the brook, and then woul 
hasten back to her. But they could bring her ™ 
food. So she grew weaker and sicker. She felt 
that she must die! And then, O what would be 
come of Pera and Nera. 

“My dear little ones,” said she to them, as they 
your mother live, my little| stood near her, and putting their noses on bet 
neck seemed to listen most earnestly, “My deat 
little ones! I feel that I must die! And_ what 
will become of you? That dreadful lion will seek 
you, and I am afraid will find you. You are t 
young to know his stealthy step, too unsuspicious 
to watch for his crouching form, too honest 
smell him when near.” 

“But, mother, we shall hear his roar,” said Pera 

“And we will run to our tree the moment we 
hear it,” said Nera. ; " 

“Ah! my children, when he is near you he wont 
roar, but will creep softly. You won’t dream 
his being near till he springs on you. O dear: 
Poor things, who will protect you from the old lion, 


—_—_—_ +o 
BETTER THAN DIAMONDS. 


I was standing in the broad, crowded streets of a 
large city. It was a cold winter’s day. There had 
been rain; and although the sun had been shining 
brightly, yet the long icicles hung from the eaves 
of the houses, and the wheels rumbled loudly as 
they passed over the ground. There was a clear, 
bright look, and a cold, bracing feeling in the air, 


step. Just then a little girl came running along— 

a poor, ill-clad child. Her clothes were scant and 
threadbare; she had no cloak and no shawl, and 
her little bare feet looked red and suffering. She 
carried a bundle in her hand. As she passed me 
her foot slipped and she fell with a cry of pain; 
but she held the bundle tightly in her hand, and 
jumping up, although she limped sadly, endeavored 
to run on as before. 

“Stop, little girl!” said a sweet voice, and a 
beautiful woman, wrapped in a huge shawl, with 
furs around her, came out of a jeweller’s store close 
by. “Poor child,” she said, “are you hurt? Sit 
down on this step and tell me.” 

How I loved her, and how beautiful she looked ! 

“O I cannot,” said the child; “I cannot wait; I 
am in such a hurry! I have been to the shoe- 
maker’s ; and mother must finish them to-night, or 
she will never get any more shoes to bind.” 

“To-night ?” said the beautiful woman, “to- 
night ?” 

“Yes,” said the child—for the stranger’s kind 
menner had made her bold—“Yes, for the great 
ball to-night. And these satin slippers must be 
spangled and—” 

The beautiful woman took the bundle from the 
child’s hand, and unrolled it. You do not know 
why her face flushed, and then turned pale. But I 
—yes, I—looked in the bundle and on the inside 
of a slipper I saw a name, a lady’s name, written; 
but I shall not tell it. 
“And where does 
irl P” 

So the little girl told her where; and then she | 
told her that her father was dead, and that her lit- 
tle brother was sick, and that her mother bound 
shoes that they might have bread; but that some- 
times they were very cold, and that her mother 
sometimes -cried because she had no money to buy 
milk for her little brother. And I saw that the 
lady’s eyes were full of tears; and she rolled up 
the bundle quickly, and gave it back to the child; 
but she gave her nothing else ; no, not even a six- 
pence ; and, turning away, went back into the 
store from which she had just come out. As she 
went away I saw the glitter of a diamond pin. 











Presently she came back, and stepping into a/ and who will feed you in this barren place, when I 
handsome carriage, rolled off. The little girl!am gone! It seems as if I could not think of your 
















» With her |; jeautiful lim 
for inaction, and they continued throwing out the | tle = feet colder than they were before, rey 
: | quickly away. ep 
ballast, and looking to God for help. Those who | I followed the little girl, and saw her go tog sy more: 
were in the hold could see the stones heaving a8 | narrow, damp street, into a small, dark room . slong, and a 
though the rock were bursting through the bottom | saw her mother—her sad, faded mother, but y: sey must be 
of the ship. ia face so patient—hushing and soothing q dm hey could. 
While things were in this condition two canoes | baby. And the baby slept, and the mother Jajg jm stet _, 
hi b oer on her lap; and the bundle was unrolled, ang jm arength an 
| were seen approaching the vessel. As they drew) ain candle helped her with her work ; for thon, , while th 
near, it was seen, with a feeling of apprehension | j¢ was not night, yet her room was very dan jesutiful ey 
and horror, that the men were perfectly naked, and| Then after awhile, she kissed the little girl, apa horse- Pera 
their looks and whole appearance fierce and sav-| warmed her poor frozen feet over the scanty fire in vp, f08 va 
age. They were forbidden to come on board the | the grate, and gave her a little piece of bread, fog But the ™ 
. : = she had no more; and then heard her gay pgm each WrapPe4 
vessel, upon which they moved to a little distance ; levening prayer, and folding her tenderly Ki ha yembler, an 
but soon returned with an air of increased hostility. | bosom, blessed her and told her that the an i Just befor 
The condition of the missionary and crew was| would take care of her. And the little child slep, fl ded she had 
now one of double peril—a frightful death at the | = mage set — — a — Wargym nde apd > ’ 
je ‘ ; stockings and new shoes; bu € mother sewejfmm lawns A 
hands of cannibals being probable, even though | on alone; and es the bright spangles glittered'™ fountain 
they should escape the dangers of the wreck. | the satin slippers, came there no repining into hajm te the king 
When the savages again came near, Mr. Lawrie | heart? When she thought of her child’s bay fm dismount an 
and others exhibited before them some muskets cold feet, and of the scanty morsel of bread whicjam md Nera- 
and other fire arms, with a view to intimidate and -_ oo her — came — NO Visions y Just 
: : . of a bright room, and gorgeous clothing, and fm wid, 
repel them. This had the desired effect. With an} table loaded with all that was good and nice, alt “So you 
air of sudden terror they hastily pushed off before 'tle portion of which spared to her would sexjfim bere! Ah! 
the wind, and were not seen again. Mr. Lawrie | warmth and comfort to her humble dwelling? You shall ht 
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THE YOUTH’S 


COMPANION. 








peautiful limbs being torn by that awful creature!! school. Lizzie determined to do her part; but 
[almost wish I had died before you were born! instead of going into the families where she was 

The poor gazelle lay down her head, too sick to most acquainted, she resolved to pick up the poor, 
gy more. Just then two horsemen came dashing neglected children in the city—from the street cor- 
slong, and at the sound, Pera and Nera thought' ners, and cellars, and garrets. So she went to 
shey must be the lion, and away they ran as fast as work at it in right good earnest, and very soon she 
they could. But the horsemen saw them and rode | got together twenty such children—ragged, deso- 


c 


to give. 
you? She asks nothing more, and that. is what 
God means by honoring thy mother, in the fifth 


her and showed her the account. 
plained it. She kissed her boy and said, “O, if 


PUBLIC BENEFACTRESS. 
MRS. A. ALLEN, 
A LADY OF WORLD-WIDE REPUTATION. 


Her preparations for the Hair have not only the largest sale in 
the United States and Canada, but within the past few years, to 
supply the immense demand from foreign countries, depots for 
their exclusive sale have been opened in London and Liverpool. 


You can Jove mamma and obey her, can’t 


ommandment.” 
When mamma came home Charles crept near 
His father ex- 


them. They ran and bleated till out of} late-looking little creatures indeed. Then she} my Charlie grows up to be a good man I shall be , , i 
cnagth and breath, and stood still, trembling with | went to the houses of the church members to beg| well paid for all !” ORS eee om : 
while the tears rolled down out of their great | clothes for them. You might have seen her with ———_+0+-_—_ MRS. 8. A. ALLEN’S 


jeautiful eyes. Each horseman sprang off his/| half a dozen or a dozen of them following her, go- 
Pera and Nera expected now to be eaten | ing about from house to house, and showing to the 





ae they supposed still that these were lions!; people her gathered ones, and saying: “You till 
But the men took them up gently and lovingly, and give them some clothes, I know, for you see their} | 


ach wrapped his cloak carefully around the little | rags and dirt ; they can’t go to the Sunday School 
yembler, and mounted his horse and rode away. |as they are.” And sure enough, she succeeded ; 
Just before the poor, mourning mother gazelle | and at length got them all fitted out with decent 
jied she had a vision! She saw these horsemen | garments. And then imagine what followed! The 
de into a beautiful garden, where were green | next Sunday, about the time the school was to 
wns, and shady trees, and multitudes of flowers, | open, in came Lizzie Montgomery with a train of 
jad fountains of water. She knew that this must | twenty little children behind her !—Home Evan- 
ig the king’s garden. She saw the messengers | gelist. : 
jjsmount and gently set down the beautiful Pera | 

yd Nera. They seemed to leap for joy and glad-| a SOLDIER’S REGARD FOR HIS MOTHER. 
yess. Just then the great king came along and 


~<+2> 





Just at dusk Saturday night a soldier from one 
of the Vermont regiments was brought into the 
| hospital, who had been wounded in three places. 
| One arm had been shattered by a minie ball, and 
| he had been wounded in both hips by two other 
balls. He came reluctantly from the field, lament- 
ing that he could not “plug the rebels again,” and 
exulting that he had given them nineteen or twenty 
shots (he was a skirmisher) before they had crip- 
pled him. Wounded in three places as he was, he 
was still full of fight, “breathing out threatening 
and slaughter” against them. He was coaxed to 
lie down on the amputating table and chloroform 
was administered to him, and the arm was taken 
off close to the shoulder. During this time he 
made a noise like a maddened bull. It seemed to 
me that the chloroform controlled every thing ex- 
cept the fighting faculties, which had become so 
excited that they were beyond control. 

After his arm was off and his other wounds 
dressed he lay there complaining of its being 
cold, and convulsively twitching the stump, when, 
in a tone soft and subdued, in perfect contrast 
with the tones in which he had spoken before, 
he said, “Don’t let mother know this!” and his 
voice becoming tremulous as well as tender with 
emotion, he added, “Jt will kill my poor mother.” 
: ; The fountain of feeling in the soldier’s heart had 
rays put it off. I asked him to go, and he refused. | jeen broken. That which the enemy’s bullets and 
At the first open air meeting which was held here, | the surgeon’s knife could not do, had been done by 
Bidie went after him to his little dingy ie and | the remembrance of a mother’s love. Deep down 
uked him to go with him. He went, and when he| in his heart, buried by the vices of camp and the 


net Mr. W. and me there he apologized for going,’ .»irit of war, there yet lingered a responsive echo 
uying, “Eddie teased so!” &c. When we sung 1} +o 4 mother’s love. 


watched the effect. He was sober and serious. 
Eddie says: 

“Joe, why don’t you sing ?” and he answered, 

“Why, Eddie, the Spirit don’t move me.” 

When the meeting was out Eddie took his hand 
and trotted on before with Joe, and I saw him 
tlking in his innocent way to him, and overheard 
Rddie ask him, 

“Why don’t you love Jesus, Joe?” 

At the next open air meeting I saw “black Joe” 
come alone quite eagerly and early, and I saw him 
with tears in his eyes singing with that vast multi- 
tude of thousands. I saw him last night, in the 
rain, at the meeting, and to-day when I spoke to 
him he filled up at once, and said— 

“Mrs. W., if I am converted you may thank Ed- 
die for it. He has done for me what no minister | 
could do.” 





a, you have brought the two little gazelles 
yere! Ah! little ones! this is your home now! 
You shall hunger no more, neither thirst any more. 
No lion shall be here, nor any ravenous beast— 
gothing shall hurt or destroy you !” 

Then the little gazelles ran to him and he took 
them up in his arms! 

The vision was felé to be all true by the poor 
mother, and she lay down and died, weeping for | 
joy?—S. S. Times. 
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LITTLE EDDIE AND BLACK JOE. 


The following interesting fact is from a letter 
written by a lady in Rochester, who, after giving an 
acount of the hopeful conversion of a little boy of 
ix years, at the children’s meeting in her city, adds: 


We are boarding at a large hotel, and it is affect- 
ing to hear little Eddie ask the servants if they 
love Jesus, and “‘won’t you go to-night to hear Mr. 
Hammond ?” One touching fact I must relate to 
you. We have here a colored man forty-five years 
ad, who is one of the carvers for the table. He is 
almost an infidel, and Eddie has asked him to go and 
hear Mr. Hammond preach, but he would al- 
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A Lapy eighty-one years of age died in Concord, 
N. H., on March 9th, who commenced reading the 
Scriptures in course when she was but seven years 
of age. Up to the time of her death she had read 
the Bible entirely through seventy-four times. 








CHILDREN’S COLUMN. 





CHARLIE’S SUM. 


Charles was at school, and though only twelve 
years old, he was at the head of the class in, arith- 
metic. His father had come home from his work, 
and his mother was out that evening visiting a 
neighbor whose boy was very ill of inflammation in 
the lungs. Charles, sitting with his slate on a stool, 
near his father, said : 
“Now, do please give me a sum, and you will 
see how soon I will do it.” 
“Well, I will,” his father replied. “Are you 
ready? A rich lady once found lying at her door, 





YOUR LIKENESS. 


Some children went into a saloon with their 
father to have their photographs taken. The two 
little girls had theirs, and George’s turn came next. 
The man told him where to stand, how to place his 
hands, and which way to look; to hold up his 
head, fix his eye on a certain point, and keep still. 


to go to school in. I should think mother would 


trudged disconsolately along, with her brow all 
lined over with trouble. 


stay at home for any thing. We needn’t care for 
the rain a bit. 
umbrellas, and can tuck u 
along without getting the fe 
rain dearly. 
won’t it, Jenny? Grandpa wants some so bad. 
Tt will make the grass grow, too, and father says he 
needs it bad enough.” 


things, but poor Jenny was inclined to take a dark 


WORLD’S HAIR RESTORER 
Is suited to both young and old. It strengthens the Hair, pre- 
vents its falling or turning grey, and imparts to ita beauuful, 
glossy appearance. It never fails 

TO RESTORE GREY HAIR 
To its Original Youthful Color. 

IT Is NOT A DYE, 
but acts directly upon the roots of the Hair, giving them the natu- 
ral nourishment required, pootonas the same vitality and luxu- 
rious quantity as in youth. It will restore it on bald places, re- 
quires no preparation of the hair, and is easily —- by one's 
self. One bottle will usually last for a year, as after the hair is 
once restored, ional applicati once in three months will 
ensure against grey hairs tothe most advanced age. 
THE RESTORER REPRODUCES. 
THE HAIR DRESSING CULTIVATES AND BEAUTIFIES. 
MRS. 8. A. ALLEN’S 


WORLD’S HAIR DRESSING, OR ZYLOBALSAMUM, 


CLOUDY AND SUNBEAM. 
“Q, dear,” said Jenny King, “what a morning 


et me stay at home such a rainy day,” and she 


“Why Jenny,” said Rosa McMahan, “I wouldn’t 


We have good rubber shoes and 
our skirts and run 
ast wet. I love the 
How it will bring on the radishes, 





Dear little Rosa always saw a bright side to 


view of every subject. 
“How heavy these hateful books are,” said Jen- 
ny, “I wish father would get me two sets, one to 
keep at home and one to leave at school. I hate 
taking them back and forth.” 
“Just run on, Jenny, while I stop here a moment,” 
said Rosa. “Mother sent a few things to little 
Georgie Payne. He is sick, you know, and it 
rained so hard mother was afraid she would not be 
able to come over and see him.” 
And the little girl tripped lightly over the wet 
grass of the door yard down to the cottage door, 


is essential to use with the Restorer, but the Hair Dressing alone 
often restores, and never fails to invigorate, beautify and re- 
tresh the Hair, rendering it soft, silky and glossy, and disposing 
it to remain in any desired position. 


FOR LADIES AND CHILDREN 


whose Hair requires frequent dressing, it has no equal. Nolady's 
toilet is complete without it. The rich, glossy appearance impart- 
edis truly wonderful. It cleanses the Hair, removes all dandruff, 
and imparts to ita most delightful fragrance. It will prevent the 
Hair trom falling out, and is the most economical and valuable 
Hair Dressing known. Millions of bottles sold every year. 


MRS. 8. A. ALLEN’S 


where she left the basket she had brought under bene 
her shawl, and after a kind inquiry afterthe sick} HH AIR RESTORER 
boy, ran on again to join her companion. The AND 


weight of the well-filled basket had not troubled 
her, though she carried her books besides. 
“IT know Miss Warren has the headache,” said 
Jenny, glancing towards the teacher as she sat 
leaning her head on her hand. “Now she will be 
cross, you may depend.” 
“O, Jenny,” said Rosa, half reproachfully, “let us 
do all we can to save her trouble. I am so sorry 
when any one has the headache, mother often suf- 
fers so with it. She says quiet does her more 
good than anything else. So I take the children 
up in the attic, or some place out of the way, and 
keep them almost all day sometimes. They think 
it’s such fun to go.” 

So all day long the two little girls went their 
ways; one bringing sunshine and the other 
clouds with her everywhere. Which would you 
rather be, little Sunbeam or little Cloudy ? Cloudy 
thought only of herself and Sunbeam was always 
— of the happiness of others.—N. Y. Chron- 
icle. 


ZYLOBALSAMU™M. 


THE GREAT UNEQUALLED PREPARATIONS FOR 
RESTORING, INVIGORATING, BEAUTIFYING 
AND DRESSING THE HAIR. 


VALUABLE TESTIMONY. 


Rev. A. WEBSTER, Boston, Ms., writes: ‘I have used, through 
the advice of personal triends, Mrs. 8. A. Allen's World's Hair 
Restorer and Zylobalsamum, for several months past, with great 
effect and entire satisfaction. Iam now neither bald nor grey. 
My hair was dry and britue, but has regained the softness of its 
earlier years.” 


TRUTH STRANGER THAN FICTION, 


Rev. H. V. DeGceN, Boston, Mass., writes: ‘*That Mrs. 8. A. 
Allen's World's Hair Restorer and Zylobalsamum promote the 
growth of the hair where baldness has commenced, I have the ev- 
idence of my own eyes.’ 


REPUTATION ESTABLISHED. 


S. RANDALL, Es@., Sullivansville, N. Y., says in a letter recent- 
ly, of Mrs. S. A. Allen's Zylobalsamum: “it is the best dressing 
for the hair we can get, and the most called for, Her Hair Re- 
storer is a valuable remedy for baldness and greyness. I could 
procure many testimonials, but their fame is already too well 
established to require them.” 




















DOCTORS APPROVE. 


Dr. J. R. Dittineuam, Edgartown, Dukes Co., Mass., writes 
“One of my family whose hair had been grey for a number of 
years, commenced using Mrs. 8. A. Allen's World's Hair Restor- 
er and Zylobalsamum, Without any faith in its virtues, but con- 
trary to expectation, the hair is now of a natural color, life-like 
and beautiful.” 








DR. RADWAY’S CLEANSING SYRUP, 
, CALLED 
RADWAY’S RENOVATING RESOLVENT, 
CURES ALL SKIN DISEASES. 
From Isaac Pirts, Esq., a wealthy Planter of Drayton, Ga.: 


Dr. RaDWAy :—Three years ago I had a negro girl, twenty-five 
years old, taken sick with Scrofula. Fearing to lose the girl, I 
sent her up to my daughter, to be under the treatment of Dr. Wil- 
liams, in Henry County, who enjoys a great reputation in curing 
chronic diseases. The girl remained there for three months, with- 
out deriving any benefit; in fact, she grew worse all the time, and 
T had to send for her home. When she returned, her breast, neck 
and arms were covered with running sores. She was so weak 
she could scarcely walk—she was worn down to a skeleton. I 
was advised by Mr. Oliver, of this place, to use Radway’s Keno- 
vating Resolvent. Three months sufticed to restore her to hea!th. 
She is now as well as she was before she was taken sick. 

Mrs. Tyson, who lives within five miles of this place, had a girl 
suffering worse than mine, from the same disease. The doctors 
here pronounced her incurable. The use of Radway’s Renovating 
Resolvent cured her. You may publish this for the benetic of 
others. Isaac Pirrs. 


TUMOR, WASTING OF THE FLESH, CARIES OF THE 
BONE, CURED. 


ONE BOTTLE DID IT. 


Rev. 8. B. Morury, Attleboro’, Mass., writes: “The effect of 
Mrs. 8. A. Allen's World's Hair Restorer has been to ‘change the 
crown of glory’ belonging to old men to the original hue of youth. 
This was done by a single bottle. Others of my acquaintances: 
have used it with the same effect. The Zylobalsamum [I regard 
as an invaluable dressing for the hair.” 


EVERYBODY PRAISES. 


Rev. Wa. Porrevs, Stanwich, Ct., writes; “Mrs. 8. A. Allen's 
World's Hair Restorer and Zylobalsamum have met my most san- 
guine expectations, in causing my hair to grow on bald spots, I 
have recommended it to my friends, and they all speak highly of 
it, after use.” 

THOROUGHLY TESTED. 


Rev. H. J. CAMPBELL, pastor ofthe First Baptist church, Lan- 
caster, N. H., under date of Sept. 26, 1860, writes: “I have used 
Mrs. 8. A. Allen's World's Hair Restorer and Zylobalsamum, 
and can cordially recommend them to those who wish to have 
their grey hair restored to its original color. I am satisfied that 
the Restorer is nota Dye, as I have thoroughly tested it.” 


rom A DISTINGUISHED MINISTER. 










His cap had fallen on the floor, and at the very 
moment his picture was being taken, his little sis- 
ter stepped forward to pick it up, when George 
gave her a kick, and such a look! Well, that look 
was taken; and the likenesses were all put up in 
little cases, and sent home. 
“This my George!” exclaimed his mother, on 
examining the pictures, and coming to his. 
“Horrid!” cried his eldest brother, “horrid !” 
“Whose cross, scowling face is that?” asked | 
Uncle Ned, when the pictures were shown to him. 
“What young savage is this?” asked Aunt 
Emily, when they were shown to her. 
As you may suppose, George was terribly 
ashamed of his picture; he was so mortified at 
having it seen with the rest, that he did not know 
what todo. A more disagreeable picture, perhaps, 
you never saw; and the worst of it was, there was 
no mistake about its being a true copy. The sun 
does not make mistakes. And then to have it al- 
Ways kept and shown as his. 
eader, did you ever think that the world is 
God’s great daguerreotype saloon, where we are all | 
having our likenesses taken for eternity? And it 
18 not only our looks and attitudes which will be 
taken, but all our thoughts and feelings will show 
in the picture. 
Iam afraid if we should see taithful pictures of 
ourselves sometimes, the sight would often fill us 
With surprise and shame, as it did poor George. 
Remember, then, that every day you live, your 
keness is being taken for eternity. 


WHAT ONE LITTLE GIRL DID. 





one summer morning, a little baby wrapped in an 
old shawl. She could not find who laid it there, 
but she resolved to rear it, and gave it out to 
nurse, keeping an account of all it cost her. 
When the little baby had grown up a fine boy 
twelve years of age she wrote out the account, 
thus: ‘A nurse for keeping the infant three years, 
at $100 a year. Clothes, twelve years, at $20a 
year. Food twelve years, at $50 a year. Lodg- 
ing, twelve years, at $25 a year. Teaching, books, 
etc., for six years, at $25 a year. Doctor and 
medicine when the boy was ill, three times, $10, 
$5, $10.’ Now tell me the sum of it ?” 

Charles, after a little explanation, set to work, 
and by multiplying, found out the figures marked 
opposite each article, and adding, found that the 
little baby had cost the lady $1,615. 

“How much money !” the boy exclaimed. 

“Yes, it is indeed, Charles,” said the father. 
“Do you think you could pay as much ?” 


Dr. Rapway & Co. :—Mrs. Mary A. Brittan had a Tumor in the 
Womb; her hips and lower extremities were perishing ; she was 
attended by three of the best physicians of the State, and given up 
as incurable. Six bottles of Kadway’s Renovating Kesolvent 
cured her. My son Martin was cured of Chronic Rheumatism by 
two bottles of the Renovating Resolvent. 

ILEY M. Squires, Postmaster, Harrisonburgh, La. 


PRICE, ONE DOLLAR PER BOTTLE, OR SIX BOTTLES 
FOR FIVE DOLLARS. 
DR. RADWAY & CO., 
OFFICE 87 MAIDEN LANE, NEW YORK. 
@ SOLD BY DRUGGISTS. 23-2 





BOWEL COMPLAINTS, PAINS IN STOMACH AND REAL 
CHOLERA MORBUS. 


These complaints are most always treated with Opium, or pre- 
parations of Opium, when attacks are violent, and afier the pain 
is relieved an unpleasant debility follows, which makes the reme- 
dy nearly as bad as the disease. The cathartic character of Hun- 
newell’s Tolu Anodyne, its perfectly natural opiate character has 
been proved in most distressing cases, and no family should be 
are it. lt is the most perfect and natural Pain Killer in the 
world. 

¢2 Fac simile of J. L. Hunnewell’s signature over corks of 
genuine — 


“QO no! I have just one half dollar grandpa . L. HUNNEWELL, Proprietor, Boston, Mass. 
¥ ” For sale by all dealers everywhere. 
gave me. Dealers of good reference lied on ion 23—1m 





“Well, but, my boy, do you know that you have 
to pay all that, and much more, to andther kind 
lady ?” 

Charles stared. 

“Yes! Are you not just twelve years old, and} 
what kind lady nursed you, fed and lodged 
you, clothed and taught you? I thought Charles 
forgot who did all this for him, when he put on a 
sulky face this morning, and went so slowly on 
mamma’s errand to the baker !” 

The boy’s face bent downward, and his cheeks 
grew very red. 

“Let me see your sum, Charles; there is some- 





NEW S?RING STYLES. 


THE LARGEST AND BEST’ ASSORTMENT 
oF 


MEN’S AND BOYS’ CLOTHING, 
FURNISHING GOODS, &c. &e., 
AT LOW PRICES, 


Wholesale and Retail, 
CAN BE FOUND AT 


OAK HALL, 








When I was in New Albany, Ind., and asking 
after the minister’s residence, I met a bright-look- 
ing little girl of twelve years, who said : 

“I know where brother lives.” 

“You do?” said I, “that’s a nice girl; show me 
the way.” 

So she led the way, and we were soon at the 
minister’s, I afterward learned some things about 
this little child-guide of mine that are too good not 
to mention. 


Once an effort was made to fill up the Sunday 





‘thing more to put down. For twelve years mam- 
|ma has loved you, watched over you, prayed for 
you. No money can tell how much that love and 
|these prayers were worth. When you grow up 
you might pay the $1,615, but how will you pay 
mamma for her love ?” 

Charles’s eyes filled with tears. “I will never 
| behave so again! I can never pay what I have 
| cost her !” 
| “Would you give her the half dollar, Charles? 


32 and 34 NORTH STREET, BOSTON. 


GEO. W. SIMMONS & CO. 
21—-4w 





Cc. & A. SPRING, 
WHOLESALE AND RETAIL 
MANUFACTURERS OF 
SEWING MACHINE NEEDLES 
OF EVERY DESCRIPTION. 
17 HARVARD PLACE, (opposite OLD SOUTH CHURCH.) 





Rev. B. P. Stone, D. D., Concord, N. H., writes: “Having 
made an experiment of Mrs. 8S. A. Allen's World's Hair Restor- 
er and Zylobalsamum, I can truly say it is successful. My hair. 
which was quite gray, is now restored to its original color. i 
recommend them to the public as the best articles yet discovered 
for the hair.” 


PRIZES THEM HIGHLY. 


Rev. Amos BLANCHARD, Meriden, N. H., writes : “I think very 
highly of Mrs. 8. A. Allen's World's Hair Restorer and Zylobalsa- 
mum. Both myself and wife have used them with the most sat- 
isfactory results." These preparations are exported largely in 
Europe, and have a world-wide reputation. 


THIRTY YEARS YOUNGER. 


Rev. B. Bruce, D. D., Newmarket, Gallatin, Co., Il] , writes: 
“T have tried Mrs. 8. A. Allen’s World's Hair Kestorer and Zylo- 
balsamum. They actedlikeacharm. My hair is as it was thir- 
ty years ago. If you wish a reference from me, I will give it wil- 
lingly.” 

PERFECTLY SATISFACTORY. 


Rev. Jas, Hoyt, Pastor of First Presbyterian church, Orange, 
N J., writes: “I have used Mrs. 8. A. Allen’s Zylobalsamum or 
World’s Hair Dressing with very great benefitin my family. Its 
cleansing and healing progestins, removing dandruff, and giving 
the hair a natural and healthy tone and softness, surpass those 
of any preparation known to me.”’ 


REPUTATION ESTABLISHED. 


S. RANDALL, Es@.. Sullivansville, N. Y., says,in a letter re- 
cently, of Mrs. 8. A. Allen's Zylobalsamum ; ‘‘Itis the best dress- 
ing for the hair we can get, and the mostcalled for. Her Hair 
Restorer is a valuable remedy for baldness and grayness. I could 
procare many testimonials, but their fame is already tuo well es- 
tablished to require them.” 





Ge Wethink that if these fail to convince, nothing less than @ 
trial will. Some few dealers try to sell articles on whi-h they can 
make more profit than on these; always insist on having these. 


Weaspire to have the best, not the lowest priced. One bottle 
of the Restorer will last a year; $1,50 per bottle. Balsam 3734 
cents per bottle. 


MBS. 8. A. ALLEN’S 
WORLD'S 
HAIR RESTORER 
AND 
ZYLOBALSAMUM. 


THE GREAT UNEQUALLED PREPARATIONS FOR 
RESTORING, INVIGORATING, BEAUTIFYING 
AND DRESSING THE HAiR. 


Sold by Druggists throughout the World. 
DEPOT, 198 GREENWICH 8ST., NEW YORK. 





|I think you would. But you have more than that 
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THE YOUTH’S 


COMPANION. 








YOUTH’S COMPANION. 





BOSTON, JUNE 11, 1863. 


THE SINGULAR SIEGE. 
At the time of the last of the wars between the | 
Mohammedan sect of the Almoravides under Caliph | 
Ali and the other Mohammedan sect of the Almo- 
hades, when the troops of the latter were conquer- 
ing in every battle, and Oran and Morocco had 
fallen into their hands, the city of Fez was besieged 
and reduced by an expedient perhaps without a 
parallel in the whole history of warfare. The river 
which passes through it runs along a narrow defile, 
which the Almohades dammed up, and when they 
had thereby collected a vast body of water, which 
seemed to fill the valley, they suddenly destroyed 
the dam, and the city walls were shaken and dam- 
aged, many houses were quite destroyed, and many 
of the people were drowned, by the impetuosity of 
the flood. The water rushed into the city at dawn, 
just as the governor, a son of Ali, was about to 
celebrate his marriage with a beautiful maiden, 
who was also beloved by Abdalla, of Jaen, whose 
grief and rage at losing her was one cause of the 
success of the Almohades against Fez; for he 
joined their party and opened the gates to them 
after the damage occasioned by the water had been 
partly repaired. This was in the year 1139 A.D. 
T. B. 
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THE BABY ON THE PRISON STEPS. 


Nearly two hundred years ago people passing by 
one of the prisons in England might have seen on 
any warm, sunny day, a woman seated on the stone 
steps with a baby in her arms. 

It was a poor, feeble little thing, and those who 
looked attentively at it used to think that it would 
never live to grow up to repay the care its mother 
bestowed upon it. | 

Her heart was very sad, as she sat there rocking 
her baby in her arms, trying to still its feeble cry, 
for her husband was shut up in those gloomy walls, | 
and it was but seldom that the keeper of the prison 
would allow her to see him. 

But you must not think that he-was a wicked | 
man, because he was a prisoner ; for in those days 
people were put in prison as often for loving the 
truth, as for committing crimes. 

The king of England and his parliament had 
passed a law that persons must not meet together | 
to worship God in any other place than the churches 
which they established; and that no one must 
preach unless they gave him permission. 

Many of the people thought this law unjust, and | 
would not obey it; so they had meetings of their 
own, where they could hear the Word of God truly | 
explained by godly men. These meetings made 
the government very angry, and the people who| 
were found attending them were put in prison. | 
The baby’s father was one of those who had been | 
found at these meetings, and so he was in prison 
with many others. 

After months of imprisonment, during which 
time the baby and his mother were constant in 
their visits to the prison, the father was released, 
but he was obliged to leave the country, and so for 
many years was separated from his family. 

Still the little puny baby lived and grew, though 
very slowly. Almost as soon as he could speak, | 
he would go to his mother, with any money which | 
had been given him, and say, “A book! buy mea 
book !” 

His mother taught him from the Bible, and he 
early learned to love the Saviour. When he was | 
only seven years old, he commenced to wre verses. 
His mother had some doubts whether séme verses 
which she found in his handwriting were really his ; 
so to prove that he could write them, he composed 
an acrostic on his name. I will give you the last 
verse, that you may know of whom you have been 
reading; for if you take the first letter of each 
line, you can form his name: 

Wash me in Thy blood, O Christ! 

And grace Divine impart; 

Then search and try the corners of my heart, 
That I, in all things, may be fit to do 

Service to Thee, and sing Thy praises too. 

















Not very good poetry, you will say, but then you 
you know he was only seven years old, and he} 
wrote better verses afterward, as you all know, if! 
you have read his name, for it is the same Isaac | 
Vatts who has written so many of the hymns you | 
learn to sing. 
-- -—— +o —— -— 
THE CAT AND THE PUPPIES. | 
A little black spaniel had five puppies, which | 
were considered too many for her to bring up. | 
As, however, the breed was much in request, the 
mistress of the house was unwilling that any of 
them should be destroyed, and asked the cook | 
whether she thought it would be posgible to bring | 
some of them up by hand before th® kitchen fire. 
The cook replied that the cat had that day kit-| 
tened, and that, perhaps, two of the puppies might | 
be substituted. The cat made no objection, took | 
to them kindly, and gradually all the kittens were | 
taken away, and the cat nursed the two puppies 
only. Now, the first curious fact was, that the two 
puppies nursed by the cat were in a fortnight as | 
active, forward and playful as kittens would have } 
been; they had the use of their legs, barked, and | 
gambolled about; while the other three, nursed by 
the mother, were whining and rolling about like | 
fat slugs. The cat gave hers her tail to play with, | 
and they were always in motion; they soon ate | 
meat, and long before the others they were fit to 
be removed. When they were taken away the cat | 


became inconsolable. She prowled about the} 
house, and on the second day of tribulation fell in | 


“it is you who have stolen my children.” “No,” | 
replied the spaniel, with a snarl, “they are my own 
flesh and blood.” “That won’t do,” said the cat; 
“T’ll take my oath before any justice of peace that 
you have my two puppies.” ‘Thereupon the issue | 
was — that is to say, there was a desperate 
combat, which ended in the defeat of the spaniel, 
and in the cat walking off proudly with one of the | 
puppies, which she took to her own bed. Having 
deposited this one, she returned, fought again, 
gained another victory, and redeemed another pup- 
py. Now it is very singular that she should have 
only taken two, the exact number she had been de- | 
prived of. 








VARIETY. 





THE “LONG AGO.” 


O, a wonderful stream is the river of Time, 
As it runs through the realms of tears, 

With a faultless rhythm and a musical rhyme, 

And a broad’ning sweep, and a surge sublime, 
That blends with the ocean of years. 


How the winters are drifting like flakes of snow, 
And the summers like buds between, 
And the year is the sheaf—so they come and they go 
On the river’s breast, with its ebb and flow, 
As it glides through the shadow and sheen. 


There’s a musical isle on the river of time, 
Where the softest of airs are playing; 
There’s a cloudless sky, and a tropical clime, 
And a song as sweet as vesper chime, 
And the Junes with the roses are staying. 


And the name of this isle is the Long Ago, 
And we bury our treasures there ; 
There are brows of beauty and bosoms of snow— 
There are heaps of dust, but we love them so! 
There are trinkets and tresses of hair. 


There are fragments of songs that nobody sings, 
And a part of an infant’s prayer; 
There’s a lute unswept, and a harp without strings, 
There are broken vows and pieces of rings, 
And the garment that she used to wear. 


There are hands that are waved when the fairy shore 
By the mirage is lifted in air; 

And we sometimes hear, through the turbulent roar, 

Sweet voices we heard in the days gone before, 
When the wind down the river is fair. 


O, remembered for aye be that blessed isle, 
All the days of our life till night— 
When the evening comes with its beautiful smile, 
And our eyes are closed to slumber awhile, 
May our “Greenwood” of soul be in sight. 
Bens. F. Taytor. 
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INCIDENT OF THE WAR. 


We were shown this morning a daguerreotype, | 
which was the means of saving the life of one of| 








| our soldiers at the recent battle of the Rappahan- | 


nock, under the following singular circumstances: | 
Mr. James Garrabrant, a member of Company D, | 
Thirteenth regiment, while fighting, saw a daguer- | 
reotype fall from the pocket of a dead rebel. Im-| 
pelled by curiosity, he picked it up, and placed it| 
in the breast pocket of his hlouse. Soon he was 
struck by a bullet and fell. His brother, who was 
near him, picked him up, supposing him to be 
killed. Upon examination, the ball was found to/ 
have pierced his clothing, gone through the front | 
of the daguerreotype, shivered the glass, and in-| 
dented deeply the metal plate upon which the | 
likeness was, which, however, it failed to penetrate, | 
thus saving the young man’s life, as it lay right | 
over his heart. The wooden back of the picture | 
was shivered to splinters by the concussion. she 
bullet was shown us with the picture, fitting neat- 
ly into the indentation of the plate. | 
There can be no doubt that the force of the ball | 
was destroyed by the gradual yielding of the soft | 
copper plate. Had the material.been more rigid, | 
the ball would probably have gone through. The 
likeness is that of a young and not unattractive fe- 
male; and it may well be imagined that our gal- 
lant soldier prizes the “counterfeit presentment” 
of the secesh damsel as the saviour of his life. | 
Garrabrant, who is a young man of most exempla- | 
ry character, has sent the picture home to his| 
mother, who resides in this city, and who doubt- | 
less will also cherish it as a precious memento.— | 
Newark Mercury. 
—_—+or—_- —_—— 


A REGIMENT SAVED BY TWO WOMEN. 


In travelling in the cars from Bethel to Jackson, | 
Tenn., the 27th Iowa Regiment was saved from a 
fearful loss of life by the heroism of a couple of 
Union ypmen. The train was running in the night 
time at a high rate of speed, and just before reach- | 
ing a railroad bridge the engineer’ saw a couple of | 
lanterns being waved in the distance, directly on | 
the track. He stopped the locomotive, and men| 
were sent ahead to ascertain the cause of alarm. | 
They found that the lanterns were held by two wo- 
men, who explained to them that a party of guer- 
illas in that vicinity had been informed of the com-| 
ing of the regiment, and at about eight o’clock that 
evening the villains had set the bridge on fire, and | 
allowed the main timbers to burn so much that 
they could not bear the weight of the train, and 
then put out the flames and went away, hoping, of 
course, that the cars would run on the bridge, that 
it would break down with the weight, and thus kill 
and injure many of the soldiers, and prevent the 
regiment from going through. The noble women 
had learned of these intentions, and had walked 
ten miles, through darkness and mud, to save the 
Union soldiers. | 

ee 


DON’T PLAY WITH FIRE-ARMS. 


On Saturday last a little girl aged about five 
years, daughter of Mr. George A. Hoffman, Post- 
master of Cumberland, Md., was instantly killed. | 
The circumstances, we believe, are as follows :—' 
A little boy, about the same age as the girl, had in 
his possession a pistol which he had playfully 
snapped at several persons; the little ql axe en- | 
tering a gate, when the boy remarked to her, 


with the little spaniel who was nursing the three | “Don’t come in; I'll shoot you.” She, however, ad- 


puppies. “O,” says Puss, putting up her back,! vanced, when, horrible to relate, the pistol dis-| 


charged, and the load took effect upon the little | 
girl; some of the shot entered the mouth, and the 
bullet entered the breast, and passing through the 
lungs, caused almost instantaneous death. It was 
not known that the pistol was loaded, and it had 


been thrown away as utterly useless. | 
———_—+o»—___—_—__ 


WE BELIEVE IN FORTUNE-TELLING. | 


“Do you believe in fortune-telling?” asks a | 
young correspondent. Yes, certainly, and practise | 
it too. Would you like a few trials of our skill? | 
Well, then, give attention. When a boy with | 
black eyes and hair always tells the truth, he will | 
be believed and respected as long as he lives, and 
as people would prefer to keep him alive, he will | 
stand a good chance to arrive at old age. A girl | 
with brown hair and blue eyes who obeys her | 

arents, is good-tempered and industrious, will | 

ave many admirers, particularly among sensible | 
men, and she will therefore be in the way of get- | 
ting a good husband. If a small boy with white | 
hair and gray eyes will learn all he can from books | 
and observation, will practise what he learns, think | 
for himself, and work with energy, he may become | 
both wealthy and wise. Ifa girl with rosy cheeks | 
and curly hair will avoid late hours, tight dresses, 
too many nice things to eat, will take plenty of| 
exercise in the open air, and keep good-natured, | 
she will probably be a good-looking and happy | 
lady, and if she obtains a good education, she will | 
be a fit wife fora Governor or President. In all | 
these cases the hair and eyes are of no great im- 
portance, but the other requisites must be strictly 
observed to have the good fortune come out right. | 
There! that kind of fortune-telling is worth more | 
than all the gipsys, seventh sons, wise women, as- | 
trologers and soothsayers could tell you, from the | 
time of the Witch of Endor down to the year | 
2000. Ifyou have any doubts on the subject, try | 
following our directions, and see if we be not true 
fortune-tellers.—Agriculturist. 


SIN LEAVES ITS MARK. 


Mr. Gough, in a lecture before an association of 
young men in London, in dwelling on the corrupt- 
ing influences of bad associates, alluded to the in- 
evitable penalty of mental suffering which every 
transgressor incurs :— 

“What you learn from bad habits and in bad so- 
ciety,” said he, “you will never forget, and it will 
be a lasting pang to you. J tell you in all sincerity, 
not in the excitement of speech, but as I would 
confess and have confessed before God, I would 
give my right hand to-night, if I could forget that 
which I have learned in evil society; if I could 
tear from my remembrance the scenes I have wit- 
nessed, the transactions which have taken place be- 
fore me. You cannot, I believe, take away the 
effect of a single impure thoyght that has lodged 
and harbored in the heart. You may pray against 
it, and by God’s grace you may conquer it, but it 
will through life cause you bitterness and anguish.” 








“YOUR NAME, SIR.” 


A man by the name of Ammidown had on one 
occasion imbibed too freely, and before he was 
aware he was gracefully reclining in the gutter, al- 
though not altogether ihsensible to what was going 
on around him. A stranger in pursuit of know- 
ledge under difficulties passing along, and seeing 
our friend in this condition, accosted him thus :— 

“What is your name, sir ?” 

“Ammidown.” 

“Yes, you are down; but what is your name ?” 

“ Ammidown.” 

“T see you are down; but what is your name ?” 

Once more receiving the same answer to his in- 
quiry, he left him, thinking, no doubt, that he was 
either a fool or drunk! 
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MRS. PARTINGTON ON COSMETICS. 


“That’s a new article for beautifying the com- 
lexion,” said Mrs. Bibb, holding up a small bottle 
or Mrs. Partington to look at. 

She looked up from toeing out a woollen sock 

for Ike, and took the bottle in her hand. 

“Is it, indeed?” said she; “well, they may get 
up ever so many rostrums for beautifying the com- 
plexion, but, depend upon it, the less people have 
to do with bottles for it, the better. My neighbor, 
Mrs. Blotch, has been using a bottle for a good 
many years for her complexion, and her nose looks 
like a rupture of Mount Vociferous, with the burn- 
ing lather running all over the contagious terri- 
tory.” 
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ABOUT eighteen years ago a lady in Norwich, 
Conn., received a letter from her brother in Hart- 
ford, purporting to enclose $100, but the money 
had been stolen. A few days since the lady re- 


ceived the money, with a confession of guilt from | 


the person who took it, a soldier, then dying in a 
hospital at Washington. 


A DOMESTIC, newly engaged, presented his mas- 
ter one morning a pair of boots, the leg of one of 
which was much longer than that of the other. 

“How comes this, you rascal? These boots are 
not of the same length.” 

“T really don’t know, sir; but what bothers me 
3 is, that the pair down stairs are in the same 

’ 


On Fast day a little boy fell into an unused well 
in Cambridge, Mass., whereupon a little girl of ten 
years, with remarkable presence of mind, procured 
a broom and lowered it to him. The little fellow 
clung to it till assistance came in the persons of a 
lady and gentleman, who rescued the child. 


“HEROINE” is perhaps as peculiar a word as any 
in our language; the first two letters of it are a 
male, the first three a female, the first four a brave 
man, and the whole word a brave woman. 


| first call. 


| Sabbath Schools, gives universal favor. 





REMEMBER what a world of gossip would be} 
prevented if it was only remembered that a person | 
who tells you of the faults of others intends to tell 
others of your faults! 


’ 


| one month of the commencement of the subscription year. 


PARTICULAR NOTICE. 


SABBATH SCHOOLS and Private individuals who 
plate replenishing their libraries are kindly invited to Comte, 
I keep, in addition to my own issues, the | 
the Publishing Societies, as during the past ten years, 
The plan I have of lete adopted, of giving a trad 
Any schoo 
thetr own Catalogue, and indicating the amount ; 
vest, can have the selection made for them with 


e Piseoun,. 
Sending », 
they w: 
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KITTO'S POPULAR CYCLOPEDIA OF BIBLICAL Ly - 

jag A sg Kitto, D. D. With 500 Lilusirations. 8V0, S12 yp, down by n 

Cloth, $3,00. . 

MALCOM'’S NEW BIBLE DICTIONARY. By Howard yf “Why, 

com, D. D. 1lémo, cloth, 60 cents. : ° 
MOTHERS OF THE WISE AND GOOD. By Jabez Bury, fgg D3, 10 @ V 

D. 16mo, cloth, 75 cents. “a 1 ned 
MY MOTHER; or, Recollections of Maternal Influence, By she lea 

New England Clergyman. I2mo, cloth, 75 cents. . Miss N 
THE CHURCH IN EARNEST. By Rev.John A. James, ip, 

cloth, 40 cents. " ald brit 
CHRISTIAN PROGRESS. By John A. James, 18mo, cloth, 31 wo f 

cents. : or 
MEMOIR OF GEORGE DANA BOARDMAN, late missj pathy; 

Burmah. With an Introductory Essay, by Wm. k. reverence 

bD.D. 12mo, cloth, 75 cents. 

A WREATH AROUND THE CROSS; or, Scripture Truths p, My mot 
lustrated. By Rev. A. Morton Brown, 16mo, cloth, 60 cen 4 
A LAMP TO THE PATH; or, the Bible in the Heart, the Hom fam (eat frier 
and the Market-place. By W.K. Tweedie, D. D. 1é6mo, clot, . d 
EE TIME AND HARVEST Ww é a - f 

SEEv-T AN ARVEST; or, Sow Well and Reap Wea ° 

A gh the Young. lémo, cloth, 63 cents. P Wel alittle wi 
THE GUIDING STAR; or, the Bible God's Message. By Loy; 

Payson Hopkins. 16mo, cloth, 50 cents ¥ Loui and grace 
PLEASANT PAGES FOR YOUNG PEOPLE; or, Book of Hox fill poss of th 

Entertainment and Instruction. By 8. Prout Newcombe, Wis 

numerous Illustrations. 1l6mo,cloib,75 cents. 7 as, and i) 
KIND WORDS FOR CHILDREN, to Guide them to the Py 

of Peace. By Rev Harvey Newcomb. Itmo, cloth, 42 cents roof. Bu 
AGNES HOPETOUN’S SCHOOLS AND HOLIDAYS. By lin ° 

Oliphant. 16mo, cloth, 63 cents. * “TE She said 

tion, whi 

EVERY ONE HIS OWN PRINTER, herself a 
SOMETHING FOR THE BOYS, mamma 
COMBINING BOTH PLEASURE AND Prorir. tained a 

AN IRON PRINTING PRESS FOR 87,00, gp { 20ad' 

s 

NEW AND IMPROVED PRESSES. That i 

Tue CHEAPEST AND Best IN THE Wok tp. me; bu’ 

Printing Office, No. 1....ccccccoccccccoscccese Twelve Dollars, grow hea 
Press, 5 by 6 inches....... $7,00 | Can Of Ink...cccccccccccs. cond , popil 
1 font of type coed " H 
Ink = coeecoce . j Miss No 
Ink BOX....0. -cccccccscccee $a 

Office complete......... Ccccccccceccccccccoes ereees $12) “ ; 
cite 1ss 
Printing Office No. 2............ Twenty-two Dollars, the tear: 
Press,8 by 12 inches...... $12,00 | Marble Slab...... socal her eyes 
One font of type........... 3,00 | Can ot Ink......... ‘ 
One font of fancy type... 2,00 | Chase.........00. in her s 
Composing Stick.......... 1,50 | Furniture ......cccceeee 
Bsa vcconiexs idee 100 | pe the mat 
CDEROS COMPING, occ ccccccsccsboceccevececccecceuced stained. 
? 
No. 2 Press with No. 1 office, without No. 1 Press.. “L’ve 
No. 1 Press, partly wood, old style..............05 : 
“Give 

LOWE'S IMPROVED PRINTING PRESSES are THE Bs “Tha 
CHEAPEST, MOST DURABLE portable Card and Job Presses we 
made, and have been awarded Silver Medals. You will finds temptin 
Press a source of pleasure and profit, by printing for yourself« “Has 
your neighbors. A comfortable living may be obtained in ay 
town, city or village, with a small outlay for press and types “Yes 
The Press is so simple a boy or girl of twelve @m do commu this tim 
and fancy printing with ease. Cards, Bill Heads, Labels, Cite d 
lars, &c., can be printed at a trifling expense. be ma 

PRICE OF PRESSES ; No. 1, $7; No. 2, $12; No. 3, $18; No. 4,94 had not 
PRIcE OF PRINTING OFFices, including Press: No. 1, $12; No. He mu 
$22; No. 3, $32; No. 4, $42. wu 

LOWE PRESS COMPANY, that be 

5l—ly 13 WATER STREET, BOSTON. Miss D 

“Pm 
AYER’S SARSAPARILLA head, § 

Is a concentrated extract of l’ara Sarsaparilla, so combine “Th 
with ether substances of still greater alterative power as to aful 
an effective antidote for diseases Sarsaparilla is reputed to cate seems 
Such a remedy is surely wanted by those who sufter from sin f his 
mous complaints, and that one which will accomplish their cue 0 
must prove of immense service to this large class of our afflicted fi li 1 
fellow-citizens. How pletely this pound will do it hss ols: 
been proven by experiment on many of the worst cases to there : 
found in the following complaints :— 

SCROFULA AND SCROFULOUS COMPLAINTS, ERUPTIONS 4) ripene 
ERUPTIVE DISEASES, ULCERS, PImMrLrs, BLOTCHES, ‘TUMORS, Sal? 

RueuM, SCALD HEAD, MERCURIAL Diskask, Dropsy, NEURAL, morni 
or Tic DOLOREUX, DeBILITY, DyYsSrersiaA AND INDIGESTIOS. 
ERysirPetas, Ross ork St. An’ FIRE, and indeed the any b 
whole class of complaints arising m IMPURITY OF THE BLOOD. 

This eompound will be found a great promoter of health, wher to the 
taken in the spring, to expel the foul humors which fester in the ° 
blood at that season of the year. By the timely expulsion of thea Sivent 
many rankling disorders are nipped in the bud. Multitudes cat 1d 
by the aid of this remedy, spare themselves from the endurance wou. 
foul eruptions and ulcerous sores, through which the system inm: t 
strive to rid itself of corruptions, if not assisted to do this throu! a 
the natural channels of the body by an alterative medicive. “A 
Cleanse out the vitiated biood whenever you find its impurite 
bursting through the skin in pimples, eruptions or sores ; clean a gra 
it when you find it is obstructed and sluggish in the veins ; cleans . 
it whenever it is foul, and your feclings will tell you when. Eve crew 
where no particular disorder is felt, people enjoy better health, 
live longer, for cleansing the blo.d. Keep the blood healthy, a¢ “y 
allis well; but with the pabulum of life disordered, there can® 
no lasting health. Sooner or later something must go wrong, #¢ to ex 
the great machinery of life is disordered or overthrown. 

During late years the public has been misled by large bottles. mora 
pretending to give a quart of Ex tof Sarsapariila for one dei. l ftf 
ar. Most of these have been ds upon the sick, for they 2% e 


only contain little, if any Sarsaparilia, but often no curative pr eithe 
perties whatever. Hence, bitter and painful disappointment bh 








followed the use of the various extracts of Sarsaparilla whic brou 
fiood the market, until the name itself is justly despised, and b# 
become synonymous with imposition and cheat. Still we call this half. 
compound Sarsaparilla, and intend to supply suck a remedy a 
shall rescue the name from the load of obloguy which rests ape Tight 
it. And we think we have ground for believing it has _virwe 
which are irresistible by the ordinary run of the disease it is & has 
tended to cure. 
Price $1 per Bottle; Six Bottles inone package, $5. som 
PREPARED BY very 
J.C. AYER & CO., Lowrtt, Mass. whe 
2 Sold by WEEKS & POTTER at Wholesale, and at Retail | him 
by all Druggists. 15-28 : 
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YOUTH’S COMPANION. ? 
A FAMILY PAPER, = 
DEVOTED TO 
Piety, Morality, Brotherly Love --- No Sectat whi 
anism, No Controversy. ver 
PUBLISHED WEEKLY BY . ig 
OLMSTEAD & CO., BOSTON, MASS., wil 
No. 22 School Street. loa 
PRICE, $1.00 A YEAR, PAYMENT IN ADVANCE. co) 
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